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Another one of those damn nights in which sleep just wouldn't take him. The hotel room was completely dark, 
occasionally it got lit up by the lights of the traffic passing by beneath the window. Whenever a small flash of 
light made things a bit brighter Richie would glance over to the bed on the other side of the small room, 
inspecting the silhouette that lied in there. Strong, bare shoulders that peeked out of the blanket, a tousled 
mob of thick blonde locks surrounding the handsome face, lips that looked oh so soft, long eyelashes that 
created light shadows on the high cheekbones and flawless, lightly tanned skin. And not to mention those bright 


blue eyes which were closed at the moment. Richie swore that he was an angel created by god himself. 


Turning onto his back with a sigh Richie fixated his gaze on the ceiling, trying his best to keep his thoughts 
from the man in the bed beside his. He wondered how Jon could sleep so quickly after shows, he himself was 
always still wired and lied awake for at least an hour, thoughts racing through his mind like a whirlwind. The 
main reason was always his best friend dancing up close to him on stage, sharing the same air as they sang 


breath on breath into the same microphone, Jon's arm over his shoulders while he had that happy sparkle in 


his sapphire blue eyes. And just that sparkle let Richie's heart beat a million miles an hour, made his soul ache 
with longing. But he wouldn't dare to do something about it. 


And when he was finally laying in his bed at night, he had to keep up with mostly one incredibly bothering 
question: Does he like me the same way? The thought made him go crazy because there was just no way he 
would be getting an answer to it. He knew that Jon liked him as a friend, they were incredibly close after all. 
They could finish each others thoughts and sentences, they knew exactly what the other one was feeling with 


just one gaze. But was there more from Jon's side? Did he maybe see him as more than just his best friend? 


Sighing Richie threw his arm over his eyes, hiding from the embarrassment that came with the fact that he 
was fantasizing in that way about his best friend. There would never be something like a relationship between 
the two of them. First of all they were both straight (even though Jon had made Richie successfully doubt his 
straightness) and secondly, they couldn't do something like that for the band's sake. The groupies would be 
scared off and the record sales would be at stake. They couldn't risk that, no matter how badly Richie wanted 


Jon. 
It would never happen. 
Never. 


A sound coming from the other bed suddenly pulled the guitarist out of his thoughts, the soft ruffling of the 
sheets hinting at Jon shifting to a more comfortable position Taking in a shuddery breath Richie continued to 
watch the silhouette of the other man, the flash of light of another car passing by revealing that the sheet 
had slipped down to the singer's waist and his face was now turned towards the guitarist. Richie wasn't sure 


but it shortly seemed as if his eyelids were fluttering. 


‘Please don't wake up‘, he thought to himself over and over when he noticed how worked up he still was from 
his previous slightly depressive thoughts. He hadn't even noticed that he had started to cry while thinking 
about his hopeless, heartbreaking situation but slowly the wet patch on the pillow beneath his cheek got more 
prominent and made itself known. With a sniffle that was hopefully silent he wiped at the tearstreaks, only to 
notice that his eyes welled up again and new ones made their way down his cheeks. Letting out a defeated sigh 
that unfortunately sounded like a choked sob he laid down again and closed his heavy chocolate brown eyes, 


preparing for another dream filled with unreachable fantasies of a life as the singer's lover. 


"Rich?", a faint but roughened voice rasped into the silence, Richie first thinking the man in his dreams was 
addressing him. A warm smile immediately stretched his lips while he snuggled deeper into the pillow but his 


eyes snapped open again after a few moments since he hadn't been able to see dream-Jon talking to him. 


When his pupils adjusted to the inky blackness of the night again he could faintly make out reality-Jon's outline 
which indicated that the other man now sat upright in his bed and gazed over at him with -he was sure of it- 


concern in his ocean blue eyes. 


He didn't answer, mostly because he knew he shouldn't trust his voice in a situation like that. He didn't want 
Jon to know he had been crying because that would inevitably mean that an interrogation about the root cause 
for it would follow. But he also knew that Jon was horribly stubborn and would never give up so easily. He'd 
learned that right away when he met him in that little bar all those years ago. So it was absolutely no 


surprise when Jon spoke up again, concern now lacing his voice. 
"Rich? | know you're awake, what's wrong? Talk to me please.” 


Richie just continued to lay stock still in his bed, the tears starting to run again. He prayed for the lighting of 
the room to be too dim for Jon to actually see his tearstreaked cheeks because that would gain him a period 
of mother-like fussing and he wasn't so sure if he could handle the other man's presence right at that 
moment. On the one hand Richie wanted nothing more than crawling into the other man's arms but on the 
other hand he knew how painful it would be to be close but not close enough. Stuck in his thoughts about how 
to react in the best way he didn't notice the mattress creak and the blanket swish back before padded steps 
came over towards his own bed. Only when the voice spoke again did he notice that the other man had gotten 
over to the side of his bed And the small, almost silent sniffle was just a bit too loud to remain unnoticed. 


"Rich? Why are you crying? Can | do something for you?", then added after a few silent moments, "Scoot 


over." 


The singer's voice was on another level of concern now and Richie's heart broke in two at hearing that 
particular tone. He wanted to let Jon in -into his bed as well as into his thoughts - but he couldn't do that. 
Nothing would ever come out of his stupid thoughts. He had nothing to gain but everything to lose. 


When Jon's hand suddenly found the upper hem of the blanket and slipped beneath it to find and squeeze 
Richie's bare shoulder he changed his mind about the whole thing. He would do anything, absolutely anything, to 
feel that warm skin close to his, even if it meant heartache. Even if he had to hold his real thoughts back. So 
against all his resolutions he silently scooted over to the other side of the bed, feeling the cold air hitting his 
bare legs for a moment when the blanket lifted and Jon slipped into the bed beside him. A strong arm wrapped 
around the guitarists waist in concern after just a few seconds, pulling his backside flush against the warm 
body of the one he loved so deeply but sadly unrequitedly. He could die happy right then and there, closing his 


eyes and pretending to be as much to Jon as he was to him. 


"Rich? Rich, talk to me please", Jon whispered gently right behind the guitarists ear, directly raising 
goosebumps on the back of Richie's neck. Warmth ran down his spine while the icy hand around his heart 
squeezed tighter, pulling him back into the painful reality. His mouth opened and closed again without a sound, 
the lump in his throat choking the words before they could slip past his lips. 


"You can tell me anything, Rich, you know that, right? God, just please please say something’, the singer tried 
again, gently caressing the warm velvety skin of his guitarist's belly with his fingertips, placing a gentle kiss on 
the back of his neck in an expression of affection. Richie's body was on fire at that specific contact, the 
yearning for those soft lips on his own rising along with the question that had kept him up all night again 


'Does he like me the same way?! 


"Jonny.. What are you doing?", he finally managed to croak out, reaching for Jon's hand on his belly on instinct 
and covering it with his own slightly larger one. Jon immediately stilled his hand movement but made no 

attempt whatsoever to pull his hand out from beneath Richie's. Quite the opposite. His fingers tried to wriggle 
between the quitarist's lanky ones, successful intertwining their fingers and holding on to the guitarists warm 


hand as if he was a lifeline. Richie had to remind himself again that this wasn't a dream. 
"Jonny, what-", he tried again but Jon cut him off mid-question 


"Shut up, just shut up. Can't you see how much you mean to me? Why can't you just tell me what's wrong?", 
his voice was so incredibly sad at those words that Richie immediately started to struggle against the tight 
embrace, wriggling around until he was finally face to face with him, directly noticing the glistening tearstreaks 
on the other one's cheeks. God, it was probably about 3 am. and here they were, crying in each other's arms. 
Jon didn't even wait for an answer, he just went on talking while somehow trying to make out Richie's outline in 


the dark. 
"Yıknow... It hurts so much.. It hurts so much when you're rejected by someone you love..' 


Richie's heart went on a rollercoaster at those words. But he surely heard wrong, right? He was starting to 


imagine things. 
"You.. What?" 


‘lm in love with you, Rich, and | know it's the most stupidest way of saying this since we both probably won't 
remember anything we said Tomorrow." 


This couldn't be true. It simply couldn't.. But what if it was true? What if he wasn't imagining everything? He 


was sure he would never forgive himself if he wouldn't say anything in return. 


Searching out Jon's cheek with his palm he tried to look into those ocean blue eyes but he encountered only 


the pitch black of the night instead. Maybe he really was dreaming. 
"| thought it was just me..", he finally whispered because it didn't matter anymore anyway. He was dreaming 
and completely delirious. His vivid dreams and imagination just underlined how badly he longed for his beautiful 


singer's love and affection. The only reasonable explanation for this was that he was loosing his damn mind. 


But then warm soft lips collided with his in a soft kiss, sweeping him away in a gentle breeze. A warm arm 


around his waist pulled him closer while an all too familiar voice let out a content sound against his lips. 


For the first time that night, Richie allowed himself to smile. 


